There were two soldiers of the National Army and a priest
who looked like a walking skeleton, whose complexion
was deathly pale and who wore a flat hat of oval shape
which must have been the last thing in discomfort but
which I never saw him once remove during the whole of
the journey.
" How long   shall we   have of this ?"  my wife
asked.
" Eleven hours, if we are punctual/51 told her. " There
are the Customs, you must remember."
Elsie groaned.
" Have you any money left ? " she asked.
" Nothing to speak of," I answered.
" What shall you do if we are fined again ? "
" Pay the fine," I replied.   " We'll get out of it some-
how/'
* Then came the first sign of movement. There was
a crash which flung everyone out of their places, sent the
fat young woman on to the floor and the child into the
priest's arms. The little man who was curled up at Elsie's
feet rolled over under the seat and was extricated by a
push with her feet from the maid. By degrees we all
resumed our positions. We had one lesser shock, a pier-
cing whisde, and we were off. The child, who had been
claimed by his mother, resumed his place without a smile
upon his lips or a tear in his eyes; a more bored-
looking specimen of humanity I never saw. His mother,
on the other hand, was shrieking and talking at the
top of her voice. What she was talking about I have
no idea, but I noticed once that the priest, with his
eyes half closed, crossed himself, so I imagine that it was
blasphemous.
That is how we started off on our journey from Madrid
to Lisbon, and of the further developments of that journey
I do not intend to say a word because I should offend
against a great many canons of polite writing. We jolted
out from underneath the roof of the station at twenty
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